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AN IMPORTANT NEW PUBLICATION 



This Prospectus shall set forth our purpose. 

Trump proposes to he a magazine with ideals. 

Trump proposes to he a magazine that will hew 
to its ideals with a steadfastness of purpose.*&b&. 

Trump will not he distracted nor frightened. 

Trump mil work toward our goals, unbiased . 

This, then, shall he the purpose of Trump. 

Making money. 

You have the money.*&bg!2*$bgX*® 

You give money to ■ 

t ^f§ This is our Prospectus. We invite you to stand 
at the magazine rack and examine our product. 

-the editors 

P. S. If you are standing at the magazine rack examining our 
product, let us call your attention to certain pages. Let us 
call your attention to those pages which are bent and soiled with 
your fingerprints from examining ! The man that runs the news- 
stand will be only too happy to change a five dollar bill! 
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SEASONS GREETINGS. 
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MOVIES 



Movie starts when three 
mean looking men — the 
worst one in the middle, 
(middle one is always 
worst) riding into town. 
And they are mean looking 
because of mean thoughts. 



Story revolves around troubled r. 

storekeeper, (Glen Fordcar) who \ 

is fastest gun there is; can 1 

confide only in frontier wife t 

(Jeanne Crainvoom). Note how \ 

the dialogue employs the new, \ 

realistic school of speaking 
-one voice on top of another. 




As the story progresses, a high 
spot in the film is when the tiny 
western town has a barn dance. 
This simple, homespun scene 
of the menfolk spiking the 
punch and dancing a simple hoe- 
down, is short but memorable in- 
terlude of authentic Americana. 




The life of the happy little 1 
gun-fondling community is ab- ! 
ruptly interrupted Sunday mor- i 
ning when the three badmen, 1 
the worst one in the middle, 
wait outside the church, fond- 
ling their guns, to challenge 
the fastest gun there is. 




The townspeople, knowing the 
hero is the only fast gun who 
can face the bad guys, realize 
to send him out is to endanger 
his life instead of theirs. As 
a man, the good townspeople 
decide what the right thing, 
the moral thing to do — is — 




Hero Fordcar finally agrees to 
face the main bad-guys which 
brings us to the ‘draw 1 scene 
on the next page which we ques- 
tion seriously; whether trying 
to beat the other bad guy to the 
draw is the best solution to 
the problem townspeople face. 
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turn the page 






Actual climax’of picture brings hero and villain into classic walk-down-mainstreet-pose to decide who is fastest draw. 





We ask, if hero was worried about fast draw, why couldn't he come out, arm thrust well ahead, with gun already drawn? 



Or another question we ask is, why couldn't the good townspeople bunch together, rush out in a gang and charge the bad guy? 


• w 

\k 



Or, final question is, why couldn’t good townspeople rush around to rear of buildings and shoot bad guy in the back? 


THE SURPRISE ENDING 

Since there is a surprise ending to the 
picture, we shall naturally reveal it. 
The hero gets killed! — Truly a most 
satisfying surprise ending after seeing 
so many movie villians getting killed. 


All kidding aside — who gets killed is a 
surprise ending we shall not reveal since 
we know you will want to see The Fastest 
Gun There Is to see about the killing. 
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lectures by Will Elder 
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could offer 


Today, the most average nobody can afford to own a set of the World’s Greatest Books in 
thrifty paper-backed editions. Trouble is, such books will have to compete 
with Mickey Spillane and other eye-catching members of the species. Here 
are covers we’ve designed to give Better Books the Best Break 
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HENRY THOREAU 



Whal was the secret of the quiet pond? 

What could he learn from the lonely cabin? 
An entirely different sleuth tackles one of the 


GREATEST MYSTERIES OF ALL TIME! 




END 
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L 'Ir AB'R ! by WM- £hU- 



you WANT MILK? BUTTER ? A ROLLS ROYCE? ALL 
YOU DO IS THINK OF IT AN' THE SHMEE 
PRODUCES IT. HOW 'BOUT IT, DAISY MOE? YOU 
WANT A NEW DRESS ? YOU H'AIN'T NEVER TOOK 
THAT ONE YOU GOT ON OFF IN THE LAS' TEN 

yu 


GO -ON FRY ME 
UP A MESS O' 

‘CREAMY 
WHEAT* SO'S 



GO 'HEAD, PAPPY 
BRING L'L AB'R THAT 
TEMPTING BOWL OF 

'CREAMY WHEAT/ 
FO' THE CREAMY 
WHEAT* 8IT. r 
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HOW YOU 
LAK THIS BALL 
SHMAGEGGLE, 
HAH, DAISY 
MOE? AIR HE 
LOVEABLE? 
WOULDN'T HE 
LOOK FINE 
ON T-SHIRTS 


FOOZLESS FOZNICK alcu. 


CRIMINAL AND MASTER OF 
DISGUISES' "DIFFERENT- FACE* 
NEVER USES THIS HAIR-TONIC 



('sigh; WHAT A RAT RACE.' << 
THE 'FOON: THE 'BALD 

shmageggle; the 'shme 

WHY KID MYSELF.' THEY’LL 
NEVER CATCH ON LIKE 
THE'SHMOE*.' THAT 
‘SHMOE* REALLY PULLED 
IN THE ROYALTIES' 




DAISY MOEf 
YOU FOLLOWED 
ME TO MY 
OFFICE/ I'VE 
GOT ENOUGH 
TROUBLE 
TRYING TO 
THINK UP 
NEW GIMMICKS 
FOR BUSINESS 
BESIDES 
EXPLAINING 
TO THE HOME- 
FOLKS WHAT 
I DO FOR A 
LIVING ' 


YOU'RE RIGHT, DAISY MOE - I 
HAVEN'T HAD A GIMMICK - 
THINGS HAVEN'T BEEN THE 
SAME - EVER SINCE THE , 
MARRIAGE GIMMICK.' 
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GIMME THE HAIR- ) ER-BY GEORGE, 'DIFFERENT-F/^CE' 
TONIC, AND SAY ] — HAVE YO' SEE'D THE LATEST 
YOUR PRAYERS, J ADVENTURE OF MAH IDEAL, 
FOZNICK.' I'M >, 'HOPALONG FEAZNICK'? 

'DIFFERENT- FACE'.' h , ' 

12^ 

• < *° * * o*«> * °<^a 0 / 

v* a t>\ « i 


HOPAIOHGFEAZNICK ii 


) ER- BY GEORGE, ' 
'have YOU SEEN 1 
THE LATEST 
ADVENTURE OF 
) MY IDEAL, 'JET j 
FIZZNICK'? ; 
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“Little Bruiser” is a baby bulldozer that has been perfectly modeled after his 
big brothers with enough power for all kinds of children’s construction games. 


PICTURES BY AL JAFFEE 

TOYS 

TODAY’S CHILDREN can be 
thankful for the wonderful toys 
being created for them. Modern 
parents feel that nothing is too 
good for their children. This 
means parents today are willing 
to spend more on their children. 
What it really means is that par- 
ents are hoping, by spending more 
money, they might have to spend 
less time on their kids. Realistic 
toys fascinate kids, keeping them 
from annoying parents. Here are 
some that’ll make parents forget 
they even have kids. 



With pots, pans 
and recipes 

EASY COOK RANGE 

This little range really works. 
Just plug into any wall outlet 
and your little girl is really 
cookin’— with electricity that 
is. She’ll love preparing meals 
just like Mommie does. And 
what better way to impress the 
little boy next door than to 
serve him a nice home cooked 
meal—? This range is an ex- 
act copy of full sized models. 




A hot little item 

PLAYTIME 

FLAMETHROWER 

The Playtime Flamethrower 
adds just the right note of real- 
ism to children's war games. 
It uses inexpensive kerosene 
and one fueling gives many 
many hours of fun. “Battles” 
always seem to go to the side 
with the Playtime Flamethrow- 
ers. Excellent for such modern 
games as “flush out the enemy” 
and “scorched earth policy”. 




Largest construction 
set made. 

SUPER ERECTER SET 

With . this construction set a 
child actually becomes a ty- 
coon in the building game. He 
has under his control enough 
material to build an average 
size city like Chicago or St. 
Louis, including buildings, 
houses, factories, railroads, air- 
ports, shipyards, and countless 
little mechanical people to in- 
habit this great city. 



realistic in every detail 



Better than human 

RANDOLPH ROBOT 

Randolph is the perfect com- 
panion for any child. He’s bet- 
ter than a babysitter or govern- 
ess. He never tires of playing 
with the children no matter 
how roughly he is treated. Con- 
trols are simple to operate and 
once a child learns how, he 
is likely to amaze his parents 
with the clever things he thinks 
up for Randolph to do. 




Does everything 

LIVIN' DOLL 

At last a truly life like doll 
that looks and feels absolutely 
real. But best of all— she acts 
real. How can any little “moth- 
er” help but adore taking care 
of a doll that eats, wets, sleeps, 
burps, snores, digests, grows 
hair, catches cold, up-chucks, 
gets diaper rash, and does so 
many other wonderful things 
that real babies do. 
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In “God’s Little Acre,” Erskine Caldwell, described on the jacket as “one of the most eloquent spokesmen 
of the underprivileged in the South,” chronicled the rise and fall of the Southern mattress. Here, another potent 
voice, abetted by a bunch of potent characters, demands justice for the underprivileged. 

s Littered Acre 

BY IRA WALLACH illustrations by bill ashman 


“Look here, now, boys, 
we got to get that step fixed. 


Georgia has more girls with erect breasts than any 
other state in the Union, and that’s a fact. 

That’s what Luke was thinking; Luke examined the 
third step on the porch, the broken step. He always said 
he was going to fix that step. “Bring me a little closer 
to the Lord,” he said, “when the step is fixed.” He shaded 
his eyes and looked over the field. Out on the newground 
Spike was planting a cotton seed for the twelfth time. 
This time it had ought to stay down. 

“Spike!” Luke hollered, wiping the sweat off his fore- 
head with his shirtsleeve. He put the shirtsleeve back in 
his pocket. 

Spike laid the cotton seed to one side and ambled 
toward the porch. Then Tucker came out of the house 
and sat down next to Luke on the second step. “Look 
here, now, boys,” Luke said, “we ain’t agoin’ to give up. 
We been fixing this step for nine years now, and I got 
a feeling in my bones we’re gonna fix it for good this year, 
and that’s a fact.” 

Tucker hefted the broken end of the plank. 


“Get the car, boys,” Luke told them. “We’re gone to 
Wrightstown now and get us a nail.” 

Spike walked silently around the house and began 
filling the tires with air. He didn’t have no pump so he 
just blew them up with his mouth. When the tires were 
full Spike got up off his knees. “Ain’t no sense gone to 
Wrightstown afore we eat, is there, boys?” 

“They ain’t,” said Tucker, “and that’s a fact.” 

They went single-file into the kitchen where Effie, Lus- 
cious Lil, and Gloria Mundy were cooking the grits. Luke 
stared at his daughters. “God sure give me a handsome 
set of girls,” he said to himself. He shook his head admir- 
ingly. “Luscious Lil,” he said out loud, “every time I look 
at your rising beauties I get a feelin’!” 

“Aw, paw!” Luscious Lil hid her face in the hominy 
grit pot. “Aw, paw!” 

“Never mind that ‘Aw, paw,’ stuff. If I gotta say it, 
I gotta say it. Looks like God give me three fine girls 
with erect breasts, that’s what it looks like, it does, and 
that’s a fact. But them rising beauties— makes me feel 



like loping around the house!” 

“Aw, paw,” said Luscious Lil, crawling behind the 
stove. 

“Yes, sir,” Luke said, “the Lord sure was good to me, 
giving me three daughters with—” 

“Eat your grits, paw,” said Tucker. “We ain’t never 
gonna get that nail without we get to Wrightstown before 
sundown.” 

Luke ate his grits silently. While they were eating the 
door creaked open and Philo Butts waddled in. Philo 
Butts was the local coke salesman, but he didn’t like to 
sell cokes on hot days. He wiped his flushed red face 
with a pocket towel. Then he looked at Luscious Lil. His 
eyes had a hound dog look. 

“I shore would like to marry with you, Luscious Lil,” 
he said plaintively. 

“Set down and eat some grits, Philo,” said Luke. 

Philo pulled out a chair and sat down. He ate with 
one hand. The other was under the table, feeling around 
Luscious Lil’s garter. He got his fingers under the garter. 

“That’s my garter you got your fingers under,” said 
Luke. “Luscious Lil don’t wear no garters.” 

“Ain’t much use without stockings,” said Luscious Lil. 

Philo sighed. It was too hot to take his hand away, so 
he left it there. Then Luscious Lil stuck her tongue out 
at Philo. “Stupid!” she said. Then she got undressed and 
wouldn’t pass the coffee pot to Philo. Philo was flustered. 


He couldn’t eat his grits nohow. 

“Stop teasing Philo,” Effie said, “and pass him the 
coffee pot.” She rumpled Philo’s hair. “Why don’t you 
let Philo alone?” 

Luke looked up. “The Lord sure gave me three beau- 
tiful daughters with—” 

“Come on, paw,” said Tucker. “We got to get to 
Wrightstown.” 

They all started out fdr the car. On the way Bledsoe, 
the hired man from the Flacksey place down near to 
Euphoria, came ambling by. “Still fixing the third step, 
Luke?” he asked, his eyes on Effie. Effie stared back at 
him, her lips quivering a little, the comers of her mouth 
wet. 

“We aim to have it all done this year,” said Luke, 
“and that’s a fact.” 

Effie smiled and Bledsoe smiled back. “Wait a moment, 
paw,” Effie said. “I got to talk to Bledsoe a bit.” 

She took Bledsoe by the arm and led him away. Luke, 
Spike, Tucker, Philo, Luscious Lil, and Gloria Mundy, 
sat down on the running board. 

In a little while, Tucker scratched his head. “Wonder 
what’s keeping Effie?” he asked. “Maybe we better all 
take a look.” 

They got up slowly and walked around the barn. Effie 
and Bledsoe were lying on the ground near Effie’s clothes 
which lay in a heap next to the wall. 


continued on next page 
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Luke shook his head. “You hadn’t oughta leave your 
clothes in the damp, Effie,” he complained. They all 
stood around in a circle. “Imagine that!” Luke was queru- 
lous. “Just when we was getting ready to go Wrights- 
town.” 

“Go away, paw, and you and Tucker and Spike, too,” 
said Luscious Lil, pushing them. 

“Why, what’s the matter with you, Luscious Lil?” 
asked Luke. 

“Effie don’t like the men folk around at a time like 
this. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, paw.” 

“Me? Why should I be ashamed of myself? Effie ain’t 
thin-skinned like you.” 

“Go away, paw,” insisted Luscious Lil. 

Luke turned silently and went back to the car with 
the boys. Effie came along in a few minutes and got on 
to the front seat. Bledsoe stood with one foot on the run- 
ning board while the others got in. He was staring at 
Luscious Lil. Luscious Lil’s lips quivered a little. The 
corners of her mouth were wet. 

“Better hurry up, paw,” said Tucker, “or we ain’t never 
gonna get out of here.” 

The car’s exhaust blew a cloud of dust in Bledsoe’s 
face. Luscious Lil drove fast. The back door of the car 
rattled and threatened to break the piece of wire that 
held it to the body. Luke looked around at his 
family. “The Lord sure was good to me,” he said 
to himself, watching Luscious Lil’s rising beau- 
ties. Luke got down on the floor of the car and 
barked. “Aw, paw!” said Luscious Lil, pressing 
her cheek against the dashboard. 

“Better watch the road, Luscious Lil,” Tucker 
warned. 

Twenty minutes later they reached Jessamyn’s 
house in Wrightstown. Jessamyn was Luke’s 
other daughter. She was married to Brad, and 
Brad worked in the mill when the mill was work- 
ing. But there was no work now, and Brad was 
sitting on the porch, thinking. He was thinking he 
couldn’t live away from the mill, and he was 
thinking of all the girls he could see from the 
mill windows, girls with wide mouths and erect 
breasts and flowery eyes and erect breasts. The 
men were lean hard and they waited around 
the shut gates of the mill where they could see the 
girls with their erect breasts, not like in the 
country, but then Brad could never be a country 
man, never leave Wrightstown or the mill, with 
its big window from which he could look out and 
see the girls pass with their wide mouths and 


their erect breasts. Brad glowered. Jessamyn greeted 
Luke and the girls, but Brad didn’t say anything. A girl 
passed by on the street, and Brad watched her pass with 
her wide mouth and her e.b.’s. 

Brad finally looked up. “Hello, folks,” he said. 

“Come to town to get a nail,” Luke explained. 

“You still on that plank?” Brad asked. “Nine years 
and still at it?” 

“Thought maybe you and Jessamyn’d come out and 
help us hammer,” Luke said. “We’re almost done. We 
sure could use you now to help a mite, and that’s fact.” 

Brad rose slowly. He turned to Jessamyn. “Supper 
ready?” he asked. 

She nodded. They all went to the kitchen. After supper 
they sat on the porch and watched the sun go down. 
Brad didn’t look at the sun. He looked at the dark sil- 
houette of the mill. 

Luke yawned. Then he rose and turned to Turner and 
Spike. “Guess it’s too late to get that nail tonight,” he 
said. “Let’s go.” 

The boys nodded and followed Luke to the car. Luke 
looked back. “Coming girls?” 

Effie said, “Think we’ll stay over, paw. Pick us up 
tomorrow when you come back for the nail.” 

Luke and the boys drove off. 


An hour later the girls walked inside the house. 
Jessamyn picked up her knitting. Suddenly Brad 
turned to Luscious Lil. There was something in 
his face that frightened Jessamyn. Brad looked 
drunk but he wasn’t. 

“I got a feelin’ inside me,” he muttered, staring 
at Luscious Lil, “and goddam, it’s the mill and 
me, and something that’s said to me all the time, 
I got to have Luscious Lil. Your paw is right, 
Luscious Lil. Your paw is absolutely right. I’m 
mighty powerful now. Nothing is gonna stop me, 
nothing, and that’s as sure as God made little 
green apples. Don’t move none, Luscious Lil!” 
Luscious Lil stood silently, her mouth half 
open, her body shaking like a hog’s ear in a 
high wind. 

Brad went on as though he didn’t care if any- 
one were listening or not. “I’ve waited for this 
Luscious Lil. And now I’m gonna do it. I’m 
gonna take all the basting outen your dress, and 
all the basting outen your underwear, and I’m 
gonna take all the nails outen your shoes, and 
I’m gonna do it all with my teeth!” 

He moved toward her. She stood trembling, 
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waiting. She knew she couldn’t move if she wanted to. 
Effie said, “Philo Butts is gonna kill you, Brad.” Jessa- 
myn was knitting. She dropped a stitch. 

Brad just walked toward Luscious Lil. He leaned over 
her shoulder. Then he bared his teeth and suddenly, in a 
spurt of violence, he tore at the basting. Thread by 
thread the dress dropped off. The shoes took longer. 
Finally Brad got the last nail between his teeth and the 
soles flopped off. Silently, he lifted Luscious Lil and 
carried her to the couch. 

Gloria Mundy crawled around the floor while Effie 
played solitaire. “Put the black ten on the red jack,” 
said Jessamyn, looking up from 
her knitting. There was a beau- 
tiful expression on her face. 

A few neighbors dropped in 
and looked around. “See you 
got company, ’’one of them said. 

He was a lean young fellow 
with a double thumb. Gloria 
Mundy crawled over to him 
and clutched convulsively at 
his trouser cuff. He leaned over 
and dragged her to the next 
room. There wa,s a lot of noise 
and Jessamyn had to shout 
when she asked, “You folks 
want me to freeze some ice- 
cream?” 

That’d be nice,” Brad mur- 
mured. Luscious Lil sat up. 

She knew now that paw was 
right, and paw and Brad knew 
something nobody else knew 
and never would know, and 
that was what a man has to feel 
with all his power and not care 
what or who or when whatever 
or howeyer or if or why, if it stands in the way, and 
that’s the way it was with Brad. And that was why she 
would never forget Brad. 

Effie ran out at solitaire and then she helped turn the 
freezer. When the ice-cream was done they looked up 
and saw Philo Butts standing in the doorway. Philo 
was staring at Brad and leveling a shotgun at him. “You 
hadn’t ought to have done it, Brad,” he said, “and that’s 
a fact.” 

Brad tried to hide behind Effie, but Effie was in the 
kitchen dishing out the ice-cream. The explosion rattled 



Luke turned to Philo. “The sheriff’s gonna hear about 
this come Sunday,” he said. “Better take a walk, Philo. 
Sun’s down and walking won’t be so hard/’ 

Philo took the shotgun and stood in the doorway. 
“All my life I wanted to keep the peace,” said Luke. 
“God blessed me with three fine daughters—” 

“Four, paw,” said Tucker. 

“—four fine daughters with erect breasts. Guess the 
Lord had to give me the sorrows, too.” Luke sat down 
slowly like a tired man. “Tucker,” he said, “I guess we 
might as well stay on in Wrightstown and pick up the 
nail in the morning.” 

Philo opened the door and 
started off into the darkness. 
Luscious Lil stood up, Jess- 
amyn next to her. 

“Wait for us,” Luscious Lil 
whispered to Philo. 

He waited. Luscious Lil and 
Jessamyn got down on the floor, 
crawled over to Philo, and 
hooked onto his legs. Luke 
looked at Philo, sympathy in 
his eyes. 

“That’s gonna make for hard 
walking,” he said, “and that’s 
a fact.” 

Luke heard the door close. 
From outside he could hear the 
faint swoosh-swoosh of Lus- 
cious Lil and Jessamyn drag- 
ging in the street as they clung 
to Philo’s legs. 


£e FPXE AMD L/UKF-. 


In the morning, after break- 
fast, Spike and Tucker went 
over to the general store and 
fetched a nail. Effie waited on the porch for them. When 
they returned, they all got in the car. Effie drove. 

In twenty minutes they were back and they started 
hammering at the nail like crazy. “We’ll get it fixed this 
year,” Luke swore. 

“Hello, Effie.” 

The voice came from the porch. Effie saw that it was 
Bledsoe. Her mouth was wide and moist, and she had 
erect shoulders. Bledsoe walked down the farm a piece, 
over to the tree at the edge of the newground, and Effie 
followed. 


the wood walls of the house. Luscious Lil screamed. 
Just then Luke and Spike and Tucker came in the door. 
Luke stared at Brad, lying next to the ice-cream freezer. 
“Strawberry?” he a.sked. 

Luscious Lil, Effie, Gloria Mundy, and Jessamyn 
kneeled beside Brad’s body and wept. They put their 
arms about each other and they laid their heads against 
each other’s shoulders. Then the women’s auxiliary came 
in with their e.b.’s and kneeled by Brad’s body and wept. 


“What’s Effie doing now?” asked Luke complainingly. 
“Aw, let her alone, paw,” said Tucker. 

“God was mighty good to me,’ 1 said Luke. “He give 
me four beautiful daughters with—” 

“Pass the hammer, paw,” said Tucker. 

Luke looked at the new nail. This time, he promised 
himself, this year they’d get that third plank in, and 
that’s 3 fact. 

* 0 0 o END 
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ANIMALS 
HAVE FINE 
ABILITIES 
FOR SURVIVAL 


Hunting Is too one-sided. To survive, animals have been forced 
to develop amazingly keen senses of hearing, sight, and smell. 
Hunters hear, see, and smell as bad as ever. It’s just not 
fair the way animals have everything stacked in their favor. 




ILLUSTRATIONS BY JACK DAVIS 


Animals are strong 


have blinding speed 


swim perfectly 


HUNTER’S 
ABILITIES ARE 
INFERIOR BY 
COMPARISION 


Courageous and devoted is the 
hunter’s faithful retriever who 
unerringly returns with every- 
thing his master shoots. 


Hunters are weak 


cant fly 


move slowly 


swim poorly 


unadaptable 




/fh 


Note how ducks were completely 
fooled by well made decoy into 
thinking it was just another duck. 






SITTING DUCKS 


NEVER NEVER SHOOT A SITTING DUCK AND HERE'S ONE VERY GOOD REASON WHY NOT TO 



itting ducks and “ points ” Hunter tosses 


to make ducks fly up Brave ducks still sit— hunter makes noise 




Silly ducks keep sitting, so hunter yells Stupid ducks aggravate hunter— he shoot I Hunter sick after viewing decoys he shot 


IMPORTANT RULE for hunter sportsmen is — shoot to kill. The sight of 
wounded animals staggering thru the forest bloody and howling in pain, 
can be, to say the least . . . disgusting. Big guns used at close range and 
aimed at vital organs will bring the beast down to stay. A few more blasts 
while he lays there won’t hurt any either. In fact, it might be fun. 






Killing animals is eUsy as pie when hunter learns 

r c 
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CAMERA GUN 

A READER CANNOT experience the real thrill of 
hunting unless he gets a real guns eye view of it. That’s 
why we mounted a movie camera onto a gun and 
hired a seasoned woodsman to carry out this assignment. 
Our sports editor, however, had other ideas. His motto 
is, “If you want something done well, do it yourself!” 
And so he did. After five weeks in the woods, he returned 
with 7,098 feet of film strapped to his jeep’s fenders. 
At right is best example of the shooting he did. 




Our sports editor ran equipment himself to insure good results. 



This was on 6,733 feet of film before he turned camera around. 






MEDICINE 


Cut out and save this page for when you 
feel that sneeze coming on — because these 
are the latest facts about the : 

Common Cold 


CASE HISTORY OF MAN TREATING A COLD 



Patient “A” knows that liquids are good for cold. Warm liquids are better, causing perspiration which helps patient sweat out germs. 



• , familiar old gag says, “Take 

good care of your cold and you’ll 
get rid of it in seven days . . . don’t, and it’ll 
take you a week to get well.” 

This old wheeze is funny to everyone ex- 
cept the poor soul who happens to have a 
cold. So, in the interest of science and the 
alleviation of human misery we set out to 
find the true facts. We felt that modern 
wonder drugs must surely be of some value 
in this matter. 

After exhaustive tests we are happy to 
announce that the old gag is just a lot of 
pessimistic old nonsense. Now we can all 
drop the hopeless notion that a cold lasts 
seven days whether treated or not. The fact 
is this a cold only lasts four days. 

PICTURES BY AL JAFFEE 



Patient “A” knows salves give soothing feeling. Applies salves, drinks hot liquids, piles on heavy blankets to sweat out poisons. 



V 

Patient “A” knows nasal sprays restore breathing. 


Stinging sprays, hot liquids, searing salves, drive out devils and evil spirits. 



Gingerly tests working parts of body . . . returns to work fortified with lozenges. 


NOT TREATING 



Patient “B” just sits watching T. V. 



Patient “B” still sits watching T. V. 



Patient “B” continues to watch T. V. 



Patient “B” is well, goes to work. 
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Patient “A” feels crisis pass. . .will to live returns. 


2 : 




intrAnational 


TRAFFIC FLOWS FREELY through canal on morning after Nosker regime takeover. Growing shortage of pilots has 
since forced nationalizers to hunt replacements among ferry captains from as far away as Staten Island and Weehauken. 
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GRIM GOWANUS CRISIS — DICTATOR SIEZES CANAL 


Nationalization of vital waterway antagonizes East Side, West Side 


In a fit of irritation over New York City Planning 
Commission’s recent refusal to finance its cherished 
dream of a new Dodger baseball stadium, the govern- 
ment of Brooklyn last week abruptly nationalized the 
famed Gowanus Canal. Cheering fanatical Brooklynites, 
long resentful of the second class status accorded 
them by swankier boroughs, acclaimed Borough-Pres- 
ident-elect Gimlet L. Nosker’s dramatic seizure ac- 
tion with cries of “Hurrah for Interurban Independ- 
ence!” and “Down with Manhattan-Bronx Imperialism!” 



DICTATOR Nosker 
gets wild plaudits after 
announcing Gowanus 
grab. He has previously 
angered West by his no- 
torious arms deal with 
New Jersey, a pact by 
which he has been sup- 
plied with deadly pop 
bottles of every calibre. 


CITY HALL conference debates possible counter-meas- 
ures such as dumping garbage off the Coney Island' coast 
or beaming fake news reports of Giant victories over Flat- 
bush TV channels. Outside, mobs shouted “Nerts to Nosker!” 
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At City Hall the Western Boroughs planned retaliatory 
moves. Angriest were Queens, struggling to hold sub- 
urban colonies in Westchester and Suffolk, and The 
Bronx, for whom canal is vital link in lifeline to 
Nathan’s Surf Avenue. Mighty Manhattan has so far 
kept the Allies from seeking a solution-by-force but 
backs such partial measures as freezing of all BMT 
trains caught in off-home-base tunnels. Real losers, 
sadly, are the common natives, since it will be many 
a day before next NY-financed tree grows in Brooklyn. 







FIRST AND LAST OF A SERIES 


OUR OWN 
EPIC OF MAN 


Note: This is the epic that some magazine will print 
about you after you have been dead a million years. 

Pictures by WILLIAM ELDER -JACK DAVIS 


W HO is not familiar with the epic of this type 
which has appeared as a series in another pop- 
ular magazine, a series which has been entertaining 
and at the same time educational. 

Admiring the high purpose of this series, our 
editors have decided to run the same type series, 
only much better in that while our series is enter- 
taining, it will not be educational. 

Our editors are not trouble makers. 

Anyhow ... back to this epic... how we decided 
to do this epic was, we’d been looking at all these 
beautiful artists’ drawings of how cavemen looked 
a million years ago and we got to thinking— 
What kind of pictures will the artists a million 
years from now, be drawing of us? 

For instance, if you will allow yourself to drift into 
the delightful world of “Science-Fiction,” imagine 
that everyone is dead and killed because the atomic 
wars have wiped out most of the population and 
maybe invaders from space have destroyed what’s 
left of the population so that the barest flicker of life 


remains and civilization has to start all over again. 

One million years later, scientists from the new, 
rebuilt civilization dig up rare relics from the twen- 
tieth century that luckily, have not decayed and 
crumbled from age. From these relics they piece 
together a picture of life in 1956 which is later pub- 
lished in a magazine as an epic, which will undoubt- 
edly look like the following pages. 

But first, let us preface the epic of man with some 
information as to his place amidst life on earth. 

Man has developed to a degree no other creature 
has. Man has general abilities. That is to say— where 
animals’ bodies are specialized for flying, swimming, 
running, etc., man’s body is specialized for nothing. 
However, man’s brilliant brain makes up for this. 

Therefore, in the light of man’s ability to think, 
his ability to collect information— to overcome the 
elements— to kill enemies— to kill friends— in the light 
of his ability to be so smart and fine, it is quite clear 
who the greatest— the bestest— the most dominant 
animal of the earth, is The cold germ. 



ANCIENT DRAWING 


METAL 

CARVING 


METAL DISH 


RELICS OF UNITEDSTATEOLITHIC MAN INCLUDE OBJECTS OF FINELY WROUGHT METAL AND GLASS 



FOLD OUT CAREFULLY -► 
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IN OCEAN CAMP, background, youths hunt. Hunt girls. 
Chief returns with food and popsicles past man sculpt- 
ing symbolic figure (Jayne Mansfield). Women eat food, 
sand, by shelter with girl illegally changing. Children 


find shells, bottle tops, in tide— old man catches fish . . . 
from pants covered by tide. Foreground, hunter 
hunts for empty space for beach umbrella — sticks it 
into water — swears never to go to Coney Island again. 


KEEP FOLDING OUT VERY CAREFULLY 








A TYPICAL VILLAGE reconstructed from geological evi- 
dence shows figures carrying water jars in regular and large 
family size. Nearby are two soldiers with their peculiar gold 


paint covering. Inscription on hut indicates town is called 
“Downtown.” Crudely attired girls sit by hut to give this ar- 
ticle a little action. Man hangs fish on drying racks which. 


F ROM scattered clues in the form of statues, draw- 
ings and inscriptions, anthropologists have pieced 
together a picture of Unitedstateolithic man. From one 
statue group, the peculiar bowl-like headdress of the 
time is discovered. From another statuette, by the sword 
it holds, the appearance of the Unitedstateolithic soldier, 
or “Oscar” as they called him, is clear. From frag- 
ments pieced together, a typical hut is reconstructed. 
These huts, it seems, were connected by metal-tracked 
underground tunnels, probably for mutual protection. 


for mystical reason point at ancient site of Empire State Build- 
ing. In center, men fashion boat; while in foreground man drinks 
from bowl inscribed with tribal name, Chevrolet. Behind him, a 


Still other fragments give us a picture of Unitedstate- 
olithic boat with its ingenious valve device for letting 
water in, and its inexplicable soap-dish. Much of what 
ancient man was like, we can only guess, like his treat- 
ment of women. As any fool knows, women were dragged 
around by the hair. Yes, although man in those days was 
ingenious in many ways, by present standards he sure was 
stupid. How lucky we of the 10,020th century are, to be 
living in the most superior civilization, when we might 
even live to see the first earth satellite launched, end 

<- UNDER HERE IS PART YOU WANT TO UNFOLD 


group worships odd statue found in great numbers everywhere; 
and in distance, man carries club as pictured on fragment of 
ancient drawing by primitive artist who left signature “Capp”. 


KEEP FOLDING out for a few more folds for 
complete cyclorama of Battle of Gettysburg 
plus bird’s-eye view of Custer’s Last Stand. 


KEEP FOLDING OUT- DON'T STOP 


Diagram for folding back foldout 







WHEN THE REPORT READS : 

As a temporary measure, and in order to increase your 
company’s working capital, it has been decided to reduce 
the dividend this year. 

Further substantial reductions in operating expenses have 
been made in recent months, despite the intensification 
of our sales and research activities. 


IT MEANS : 

Earnings are down. 


There have been 
several lay-offs. 


In order for us to broaden our base of public ownership, 
it has been decided to issue additional stock. 

While it is true that synthetic discoveries may in the 
future affect our sales, your management feels that it 
is fully prepared and equipped to face these problems 
realistically and with confidence as to the outcome. 

Although the backlog of orders is smaller than last year, 
this decrease is reflected in the elimination of our 
Government contract, which we feel will lessen our de- 
pendency on the whims of Congressional appropriations. 

Since its listing on the stock exchange, your company 
has noted with pride public interest in it, as evidenced 
by a growing volume of trading in its common stock shares. 

Your company has undertaken a long-range program to 
diversify its operations and broaden its resources. 


, The stock will drop 
several points. 

Our competition is 
way ahead of us. 


Our lobbyist was 
caught with his 
hand out. 

The directors are 
* selling out. 

We’ve been offered the 
dandiesturaniummine. 


With an increasing number of Americans purchasing stocks, many 
people are being exposed to unfamiliar business jargon and phrase- 
ology. We present for their benefit, this guide to corporate reading, 
designed to help stockholders better understand their companies 
and contribute to their pride of ownership in American business. 



iour management expects mat iso/ win ue a mure cum- ... . 

petitive year than 1956, but looks forward with the ex- vve may go OU 

pectation of satisfactory results and continued growth. Of business. 





—someone’s been smuggling guns to the Injuns, 
I thought maybe you and Tinny— the wonder 
want to help find out who it is. 



Irvy— it’s got my whole cavalry troop stymied! 
at Fort Bloodyscalp, and somehow— you and 
always manage to figure these things out. 



More to come on the next page, gang, following this tantalizing peek into a typical T.V. adventure of . . . 


TIN RIN RIN TIN RIN 



It has been said that after observing 
Rover, one finds it hard to deny the 
theory of evolution. Watching how 
smart these dogs are in movies and on TV, the 
evolution is very clear. Obviously, human beings 
have evolved into dogs, who are clearly a 
superior form of life. For what man can match 
the dog in being man’s best friend, being able 
to sense the presence of supernatural forces, 
and being able to leap off the rock and grab 



the crook’s gun-hand— (when chosen for acting, 
if they leap off the rock and grab the crook’s pant 
seat, they’re fired). Hearts of viewers are being 
won by the dogs teamed with little kids. These 
dogs are creating an appreciation of nature’s crea- 
tures ... an appreciation of the meaning of 
loyalty . . . and mainly, an appreciation of 
cereal. One such dog is TIN- 
RIN-RIN-TIN-RIN, who is 
seen on television as follows. *T**k*wV/4^ 



ILLUSTRATIONS BY JACK DAVIS 
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Hey, Irvy! These boys don’t be- 
lieve Tinny is smart. Show ’em 
how Tinny understands anything. 


Hey Tinny! Let’s see 
you go to the store 
and fetch me two plugs 
of Old Yellowstain 
chewin’ tobacco, and 
a copy of Confidential, 







Wait a minute 
Irvy ... I do believe 
Tinny is trying to 
tell me something! 


Hey— will you 
tell this dog to 
quit dragging me 
across the ground? 


Okay for you’ 
Tinny! Now 
hear this! 
Tomorrow, 

I put on 
the leash! 



Tensh-HUT! Heel , Tinny! Heel! 
Get away from the Lieutenant 
or I’ll give you my heel! 


-It’s two 
words ! 


I think 
you’re right 
Lieutenant! 
What is it. 
Tinny bwah? 
Speak up, 
soldier. } 


^ Anyhow— back to the Indian gun^ 
smuggling business — you and 


Hey- ' 

will you tell 


Tinny help me out, maybe I can 


this dog to 


arrange to take you off K.P. 


^quit shoving me! 


— or maybe a weekend pass . . 
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Uh oh, I can tell by my uncanny 
human senses that something is about 
to happen . . . mainly I hear the back- 
ground music reaching a crescendo. . . 


Uh oh— the bad guys have taken 
away Irvy and Tinny and have left 
me tied up next to this powder 
keg with a slow burning fuse. 


WHERE AM I? 


owe; 


Blasted adventure stories with 
their slow burning fuses. Why 
can’t they kill a man outright! 


Hark!! ... Footsteps on the path 



Tie him up good, 
boy! That’s it, 
boy ... a bowline 
and a sheepshank . 


[Now untie me. Tinny, before 
the fuse bums down to the 
powder keg. Let me urge upon 
you the necessity for speed. 


i.'litijU 



Tinny boy ... I repeat . . . 
the necessity to untie me 
with speed and dispatch is 
of the utmost importance. 


I cannot impress upon you too 
strongly the absolute necessity 
of untying me with extreme 
quickness, Tinny boy. 


35 






And so, TINTIN-R1N-TIN-R1N-RIN-TIN and Irvy 
end another adventure. We recommend you watch 
these shows about boys and dogs, whether it be 
about Tinny, Lassiedog or Muggs — there is much 


to learn from contemplating the simple bond between 
a boy and his dog . . . that silent force that ties 

two creatures and two hearts together yes 

you guessed it . . . the leash! END 
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POLITICS 



N ow that the elections 
are over, all kinds of 
surplus election material 
should be appearing for sale 
in the surplus-material 
columns of your newspapers. 
If you have been looking for 
and can't find them— you are 
in great luck, for we have 
them for you right here. 


GOV’T. SURPL. 

;noseWheels 



2.75 iiooiii 

2 for $5 


SURPLUS MATERIAL 

GUARANTEED NON- PARTISAN 


UNUSED VOTES 

ABSOLUTELY UNTOUCHED 


ALL YOU CAN 
CARRY AWAY S 

for $1.95 

Inquiries invited. 

COMES PACKED IN 
EMPTY BALLOT BOXES 



DISAPPOINTED 
OFFICE SEEKERS 



CLEARANCE SALE 


SLIGHTLY BROKEN 

SOLIDNESS 

SOLID SOUTH FRAGMENTS 



Very w c have 

more ' border 
around state solid - 
the "ess than 

5.00 o chunk'”'” 

ASSORTED PIECES type you want 
onfederate money only. 


CAMPAIGN PLATFORMS 

$ 1.95 per Dozen 



• 1000 WILD STYLES 

• ASSORTED COLORS 
SORRY-RETURNS WILL 

p NOT BE ACCEPTEO 


PREDICTIONS' 

THOUGH THESE 
PREDICTIONS 
MAY BE MANU- 
FACTURED BY 
DIFFERENT PO- 
LITICAL PAR- 
TIES. WE GUAR- 
ANTEE ALL 
PREDICTIONS 
LOOK THE SAME, 
many ol these 
are SLIGHTLY 
IMPERFECT 
Mailer ol lacl .POLLS 
. . . many ol 

these are THREATS « 
GROSSLY IM- 
PERFECT. FORECASTS 



MUD 



e ftp Although this slock ol mud has 
I el •% been slightly slung, il is other- 
* ■ V wise good as new. Ask lor testi- 
monials from Slunged as lo 
quality ol this mud. Buy now 
very while easy to obtain. You will 
useful undoubtedly wanl to pul some 
away lor the next election. 


U.S. ARMY 

BLANKET 



best MUDSLINGERS 

Anyonecan sling 
mud. It's easy. 

’ 2 FOR 


U.S. ARMY 
IMPERFECT 
REJECTS. 



Smooth working Joint 
right tension. Jaws 
safely and securely ’ 
delicate objects In tr 
ners and angles. 


U.S. ARM 

TEN\ 



39.95 ^ " 


U.S.ARA* 

BEACH m 



■- Ail OOI O', TO 

rfafifty 'Kott.fuvitiMut (fyanUc 



=•" Genuine 

VEEBLEFETZER 


ADJUSTABLE 
‘Arctic Bag' oil tempere* 
in beautiful assortment 

L= NEW U.S. army 

MICKEY MOU 
WATCHES 



• EXCELLENT 3 
J condition • Sports 
jMADE IN JAPAN 
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LIQUOR 

DECANTERS 


Many people are self con- 
scious about buying liquor. 
This worried the liquor in- 
dustry because they hated 
to see these people miss so 
much holiday fun. They fi- 
nally solved the problem 
by putting their wares in 
magnificent decanters. Now 
liquor stores are crowded 
with happy art collectors. 


OLD STYLE liquor bottle is 
too ugly and cheap looking 
for sensitive people to buy. 

NEW STYLE liquor decanter in 
elegant good taste has great 
appeal for high class people. 
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PICTURES BY WILL ELDER AND AL JAFFEE 


NEW SPECIAL PURPOSE DECANTERS 

They make sneaking a drink easy for the bashful, ashamed or guilty feeling drinker 

8Bc&& Qleeevnte'i 

This decanter contains stories as well 
as humourous drawings about the Pro- 
hibition Era! But besides its lively 
reading matter, it also has some en- 
tertaining drinking matter built in. 

Perfect for the imbibing bibliophile. 





SPAcne ^ecfvntek 

For those people who like to take a nip 
now and then without letting everybody 
and his brother know about it. Nothing 
could be simpler than getting up to 
make that "important phone call." Dial- 
ing squirts out exactly one jigger full. 



fyfm&iella ^ectm/et 

When a guy can really use a slug of 
something warm is just when this de- 
canter comes in handy. There's nothing 
better for those cold rainy days when 
a person is stuck out in the open. 
Screw off the handle cap and, SKOL! 





( 2()ecatt/-e'i 

Here is the cleverest and most prac- 
tical design of them all. Each cigar box 
contains forty-eight individual shots 
in dummy cigars. Wonderfully portable, 
these cigars are always within your 
reach for that certain light up time. 







WOULDN’T IT BE REFRESHING TO HEAR A CAMPAIGN SPEECH LIKE THIS 


And now, ladies and gentlemen, for 
the sake of those people who are 
wondering who will win this elec- 
tion, let me tell you who will win. 



If the people want good government 
there is only one person who can 
win — who will win. I know who 
will win and you know who will win. 



My opponent will win. 
I don’t have a chance. 



AND WOULDN’T IT BE INTERESTING IF SOMEONE CONCEDED LIKE THIS 


Sir, now that you've 
officially conceded 
the election, are you 
going to make a state - Yes 



Now that the campaigning and the 
fighting is over — now that the 
voters have chosen what they think 
is best . ... 1 would like to state 
to my opponent, simply 



BUM! . . . BAD LUCK TO YOU! 
THEM VOTERS ARE ALL WET! 
BUT I’M NOT FINISHED! 
I’LL GET YOU YET! I’LL 
TRIP YOU UP, BUM! 



J 
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AN ODD BUT AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT OF THE ORIGIN OF FELICITY 





l.SijL 





C |)NCE UPON A TIME in the days 
V before anything much was or- 
ganized and when People were all 
pretty much alike and had not learned 
to be Doctors or Bookmakers or Hus- 
bands or Milkmen, there were never 
any Holidays. There were no Holidays 
because Everyone was too busy. 

What they were busy doing was— 
Taking Stuff. 

They spent all of their time either 
Taking Stuff or Trying to Take Stuff 
or Planning to Take Stuff from each 
other. Or fixing the walls and fences 
and bob-wire in their section of the 
Jungle so no one could Take Stuff from 
them. 

In those days it was considered most 
necessary to have a Lot of Stuff and 
Taking It gave People a stimulating 
Feeling. When they Took something 
especially good (i.e. big) the Feeling 
started in the back of their neck and 
spread down across their back and 
made a tingle in their left foot. This 
Feeling was quite pleasant, mostly be- 
cause it was the only Feeling anyone 
ever had except maybe Being Scared 
or Being Hungry. 

Several techniques had been devel- 
oped for Taking Stuff. These tech- 
niques were, first: Swiping. This was 
the most difficult because, naturally, 
few People were foolish enough to 


leave any of their Stuff unguarded 

The second, and most popular, 
method was to find someone Smaller 
Than You, give them a Bash and take 
whatever Stuff they had at the time. 

The third was to find someone your 
Own Size, sneak up behind them and 
give them an Unexpected Bash. Then 
you could grab their Stuff and Run. 
This method, although dangerous, had 
fhe advantage of being healthful, as the 
Bashing and Running promoted deep 
breathing and kept the waistline down. 

Now, in time; the Smaller People 
learned to be very clever at Hiding and 
Swiping, the Larger developed a pro- 
tective layer of bone across the back 
of their skulls, and some of the Me- 
dium Sized discovered that they could 
tell Big Lies about the amount of Stuff 
they had hidden and that this was 
about the same as actually having Stuff. 

And so a Status Quo came to exist 
and it balanced out pretty well for 
everyone. For everyone that is, except 
Marvin Ouk. 

Marvin Ouk lived in a rather pro- 
vincial section of the Jungle and his 
only neighbors were named Gloog, 
Howk, Murdleigh and Lester. Now 
Gloog, Howk, Murdleigh and Lester 
had each accumulated exactly the 
same amount of Stuff. They were all 
of about the same size and they had 


mn 


continued on next page 
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equally excellent walls and so it became difficult for 
them to increase their Stuff. One day Murdleigh 
would Bash Gloog and take his shirt and an Egg Beat- 
er; but the next day Howk would Bash Murdleigh 
and take his shirt and a fountain pen. And so on. 

They were all getting Bashed a great deal and in the 
long run there was no percentage in it. So after a while 
they all concentrated mostly on Taking Stuff from 
Marvin. 

Which wasn't easy. Marvin was the smallest, the 
most simple minded and the least devious of 
all the People. He didn’t even have a proper 
wall or fence and as a result he had no Stuff. 

In fact, Marvin never had nothing. He didn’t 
even have a pair of pants (which slowed him 
down socially), he lived on a diet of Toad- 
stools (these being the only things he could 
depend on not being Taken) and the only 
Feeling he ever experienced was Not Getting 
Hit which he considered enjoyable. 

So it wasn’t long before Gloog and Howk 
and Murdleigh and Lester even gave up try- 
ing to Take Stuff from Marvin. It wasn’t 
worth the trouble it took to Bash him because, 
although he Bashed easily, Marvin was concussion 
prone and merely fell quietly face forward and didn’t 
yell or holler or do anything that was fun. 

And so in this part of the jungle the Status became 
more Quoed than was suitable. Actually the Status 
became Over-Quoed and Gloog and Howk and 
Murdleigh and Lester sat behind. their walls and got 
restless. 

"It is not right to Not Take Stuff,” Murdleigh said, 
"One should get wore Stuff. It is the Way Things 
Are.” He would go on like this until he worked himself 
into a State. Then he would go out and try to sneak 
up on Gloog or catch Howk or swipe something from 
Lester. But he never could. 

Then he would go back home and fret some more. 
"I will forget how to take Stuff,” he would tell himself. 
"I will lose my techniques.” And one day he added, “I 
must keep in practice or my Know-How will desert 
me.” 

So he rushed out and found Marvin Ouk and in his 
mind he pretended that Marvin was carrying a double 
armful of Stuff. He then gave Marvin an excellent 
Bash and pretended to take the imaginary Stuff away 
from him. But it didn’t work. He didn’t get any Feel- 
ing or Tingle at all. 

He went back home and fretted some more. “It was 
not Playing the game to pretend,” he told himself, and 
he began to think. After a bit he had an Idea. "Umm,” 
he said, "If I’m going to practice on Marvin I must 
Play the Game. He must have something to Take, so 


I will go out and . . .” He paused and made up a word 
to express the odd Idea he had in mind. "Give,” he 
said. "I will give Marvin something first. Then I can 
Take it.” 

So Murdleigh searched through his Stuff and picked 
out a soup Spoon with a broken handle and went 
out and found Marvin. 

When Marvin saw him he sighed and looked about 
for a soft spot to fall forward on. He was of course 
surprised, even shocked, when Murdleigh stopped in 
front of him and made no Bashing gestures. 

"Ouk,” said Murdleigh making a peculiar 
and frightening grimace (which men later 
learned to call a "smile”), "Ouk, I have some 
Stuff here I want ... I want . . .” Murdleigh 
swallowed and continued with some effort, 
"I want to give you.” He pushed the Spoon 
toward Marvin. Marvin backed away. "Murd- 
leigh has sprung a gasket,” he thought, "I 
shall carefully go away as he may become 
dangerous.” 

But Murdleigh anticipated Marvin’s escape 
and seized him by the arm. “Here,” he said 
and placed the Spoon in Marvin’s hand. "I 
want you to have this.” 

Then he stepped back and pretended to give Mar- 
vin a Bash and take the Stuff in the approved manner, 
but before he could move he felt a strange New Feel- 
ing. A Feeling ten times more powerful than the Feel- 
ing he had when he Took Stuff. It started in the center 
of his chest and spread, not only through his back 
and his left foot, but all over, and he began to Tingle 
in both feet and both hands and on top of his head. 
The New Feeling was so pleasant and so powerful 
that Murdleigh caught his breath and sat down on 
the ground. 

"Ha,” he said, and again made the terrible grimace 
in Marvin’s direction. Marvin turned and raced away. 

"Who would have suspected?” said Murdleigh. 
"Giving Stuff is . . .” He searched for a noise he could 
use as another new word. "Ooser?” he said, and then 
"Meeper?” Then he tried "Nisser” and then "Nicer.” 

Nicer sounded exactly right. "Giving Stuff,” Murd- 
leigh said, "Is nicer than Taking Stuff!” 

Murdleigh soon found out that part of the New 
Feeling was a desire to tell other People about it, and 
he did, and so another Great Discovery was made. 

The secret of the New Feeling has been passed 
down from Century to Century to Century to Now, 
although sometimes we don’t see too much evidence 
of it, People seem to remember it very clearly at 
Christmas time, and instead of Taking and Bashing— 
they Give. 

And it feels very nice. 



MARVIN 
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MOVIES 


WALT DINSEY’S NEWEST FULL-LENGTH FEATURE 
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CHARM-PACKED CHILDHOOD FANTASY, BASED ON GRIMM CLASSIC 
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Hansel and Grelel in forest. 


mHis month grateful parents all over 

the nation will be flocking with their 
youngsters to the movie theatres, 
where once again Walt Dinsey has 
brought Fairyland upon the screen in 
a full-length cartoon version of the 
Hansel and Gretel story. With spritely 
songs, lovable animal characters and 
lush multiplane panoramas, Dinsey 
has created a pure wonder-world out 
of the sheer poetry of childhood’s 
dreams. And he has demonstrated once 
again that our youth can be enter- 
tained by finer things than the usual 
cops-and-robbers films and bang-bang 
westerns. 

“Hansel and Gretel” promises to be 
a solid smash hit and has been booked 
for three-week runs by all the neigh- 


borhood movie houses. It will be on a 
double bill with the latest of Dinsey’s 
True-Live Adventure series, “Guano 
Mountain,” a documentary about bird 
migration in South America, canni- 
balism, head-hunting, a rare recording 
of the mating salestalk of the Wild 
Parrot, a miscegenation scene between 
an ostrich and an armadillo, and the 
grand finale in which one of Dinsey’s 
cameramen is devoured by Soldado 
Ants in time to the Skater’s Waltz. 
Bring the whole family— but don’t for- 
get to reserve a part of your entertain- 
ment dollar for the “Hansel T-Shirts” 
“Gretel Hair-Clips” and “Fourteen 
Angels Charm Bracelets” which will 
inevitably be on sale in the lobby. 
PICTURES BY WALLACE WOOD 



© STORY BEGINS on day new Stepmother comes to live . STEPMOTHER IS CRUEL to children; also drinks, 

in little forest cottage with Hansel, Gretel and poor but ( 2) swears and carries on outrageously with Troldheim, ras 
kindly Father, a woodcutter, temporarily unemployed. Vs — ' rally animal trapper, whenever Father leaves the house. 

continued on next page 


H APIS EL AND G RET EL continued 




HANSEL OVERHEARS STEPMOTHER urging Father 
to get rid of kids by losing them in forest. “Don’t worry” 
says a little voice. It is Philo Vontz, pet bed louse. 




CHILDREN ARE ABANDONED in the woods, although 
friendly animals attempt to guide them home. Hostile ap- 
proach of Troldheim frightens them away. Children flee. 


© THUNDER-AND-WINDSTORM whips woodland forms, 
hideous enough to start with, into even more horrible, 
hobgoblin shapes. (This goes on for 15 full minutes.) 



® 


NIGHT FALLS and terror of the forest closes in on 
kids as they breathlessly rush down spooky trails whose 
corpse-like limbs reach ghostly fingers out to them. 



© FINAL FLASH OF LIGHTNING turns old, hollow 
oak directly in their path into devouring ogre. Children 
mercifully faint. Wind and thunder instantly subside. 
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ASLEEP AT LAST children are protected by fourteen 
guardian angels named Sweety, Softy, Silky, Purey, 
Goody, Lovey, Shiny, Whitie, Faithful, Freckles, Beauty, 


Cutie, Tooty and Fruitti. (Say A Li’l 01’ Prayer and We’ll Come 
A-Wingin’ ”). From them, Philo Vontz learns he is Bridey Mur- 
phy-type reincarnation of scientist who invented aerosol bomb. 




NEXT DAY hungry waifs find house made up entirely of 
candy, chewing-gum and other goodies. One fatal nibble 
magically makes them prisoners of Wicked Witch, within. 



©I 


WITCH TRIES to roto-broil Hansel in new fangled kitch- 
(11) en appliance but Gretel pushes her onto spit instead. 
Kids watch, amazed, as auto-timer does her to a turn. 



© LED HOME THROUGH FOREST by the friendly ani- 
mals, kids pass by skeleton of Troldheim, whom animals 
had tricked into own bear trap, then starved to death. 



(l 3 ) divorced Stepmother, married one of the Fourteen Angels. 
v '-" / Philo’s reward is platinum bed, title “Supreme Bedbug.” 


— Ed Fisher, movie reviewer. 
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Long dead and gone, French cartoonist Caran d'Ache comes back half a century later 
to haunt our funny bone — ever proving that though life is short, art lives forever. 


Marius, the hunter, cleans his pipe with a little pen-knife. Sud- Marius takes in the whole situation at a glance. “Not a word... 

denly he sees his friend turn pale. A slight movement in the brush ... not a move ...or we are dead!” He says rapidly in a low voice . . . 
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Then in a loud voice: “My friend , you’ve noticed these tiger-akin 
slipper 8... There’ 8 an interesting story! ...Last year, l was sitting 
just as we are here ; suddenly an enormous tiger came out of the 
jungle and threw himself on me... I took this poisoned pen-knife... 



...With the teeth, I made a necklace for my daughter ...I saved one 
molar, which I had mounted into a beautiful stickpin for myself... 



...With the rest of the tiger-skin, I made these superb slippers... 



. ..and plunged it into his chest... he rolled over, dead! ...1 cut up 
the carcass. With the akin l made a superb rug for Mrs. Marius... 



...With the clawsi 1 had handles made for a dozen dessert knives... 



...I threw away the meat... when it came to the skeleton... 1 donated 
that to the Museum of Natural History of the city of Marseille!” 



A long silence. They both stare into the jungle. Then, opening a “ Confidentially , it’s a lie... These slippers are made of cloth.” 

can of sardines with his “poison" penknife, Marius says laughingly: 
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PERSONALITY OF THE MONTH ... Every one is talking about- 



ELVIS' FACE contorts from singing plus misstep into radiator. 


Elvis Pretzel 

PICTURES BY WALLACE WOOD 

T his month, TRUMP salutes young Elvis 
Pretzel, a singer with a new twist— and 
one of the leading performers of rock 
and roll and stagger-all-over. 

Pretzel, when asked whether he thought rock 
and roll and stagger-all-over hurt our country’s 
youth said, "H’it h’aint hurt MI-hih-HE as YEW- 
hew-HEW can SIH-hih-HEE,” adding with a toss 
of his blonde sideburns, I’m puffikly normal and 
HEH-heh-HEH-heh-HEALTHY.” 

As shown below in the following candid pic- 
tures, it is very interesting to watch the style 
of Elvis Pretzel— the singer with a new twist- 
how twisted Pretzel’s style really is. 



Pretzel's stance waiting to quietly accepting intro A sombre Elvis Pretzel -and then he qoietly ex- Pretzel’s style is marked 

sing reveals quiet nature, cheek twitches quietly, quietly takes up guitar— plodes into raging maniac, by hunched shoulders — 



DELETED 


No wonder! Look! —Kidding asiue, uuuy 

He's been shot! movements are interesting 


As picture shows, move- 
ments have definite style. 


-by a clutching and stag- 
gering around the 'mike'. 


-by a writhing around the 
small part of the back- 


deleted 


deleted 


wHEnn 

As shown here, movements That's it-the hootchy 
remind us of classicdance. -cootchy at Minskys! 



low in his peculiar way— close to the floor— OOPS! close to floor that time. 


u 



there’s a little show with 

>f 



on television called 




This clever show hides a camera in some innocent setting, and there supervisor Allen 
Foont sets up a situation like the one shown below, to trap innocent passers-by. 


To show what good sports people are- 
we planted a mike and a speaker in- 
side a mailbox. Here’s what happened. 


HEY YOU! DID YOU JUST DROP 
THIS LETTER IN THE MAIL-BOX? 


I’m inside here to watch for guys like you. 
This letter needs another penny postage! 


D»OP 


Eh?— There’s a feller 
talking to me in 
WHAT? there! Listen- 
Let me hear / 
him talk! 


Drop it in the box! 
I'll change it. 


savings. 


You’d better 
git, old man. 

I’m a mail- 
box inspector. 


Ehl Eh! Mister? 
Where are 
you? 


continued on next page 
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le-how’d you like to 
* be on television? 


See the camera? You’re on television 
„ right now! 


—we’re going to make you a 
good sport on Candid Camrapix! 


And now I want to shake your hand 
for being such a wonderful sport. 


See what good sports people are? Someday, 
somehow, somewhere— when you least expect 


As you can see, the hilarious footage Foont captures on film all goes to show, as 


Foont so tenderly puts it, how people are different, how people are wonderful. 


how people are interesting, and mainly it goes to show how people are big idiots, 


pictures by Wallace wood 


END 






finally-before you finish the magazine, we’d like to wish you 



a AERy feror G®aws 
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by robert blechman 




See the happy expression on the man who has 
just gotten a subscription to TRUMP. If you want 
to look like this — if tjou want to charge out of the 
house like this when your copy of TRUMP arrives 
in the mail — just do what it says here 

Enter my subscription to TRUMP for 12 issues. 

□ $6.00 enclosed (for 12 issues). 

| 1 Bill me later (12 issues for $6.00). 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 

SEND TO TRUMP, 232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS. 

ENTER ADDITIONAL SUBSCRIPTIONS ON A SEPARATE SHEET OF PAPER. 



Mon with a subscription to TRUMP 
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B E C K 

A NAME W I D ESP R EAD — B ECAUSE MAINLY 
IS TOO MUCH SPACING BETWEEN LETTERS 
We are planning to change our brand name to BECKFLUTEN so’s 
we can fill out space up there better. Anyhow — if you want to look 
like the girl in the Beck ad, make sure you use the right Beck Shampoo 
on your head, make sure you rinse out thoroughly, and make sure 
you are a nice lookin’, wet-blue eyed blonde, or it’s no use. If for 
any reason you're dissatisfied, just go the store where you made 
your original purchase, and say — ‘Hey! I want my money Beck!' 
Your local Drug Store carries Three different Beck Shampoos for Three different types of Hair— Dry-Oily— and No 

JOHN COMBES BECK INC • NEW YORK • CHICAGO • SAN FRANCISCO BANFF 




